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CHAPTER XLIY,

THE Bishop was particularly playful on the morrow a,(
breakfast. Though his face beamed \\ith Christian kind-
ness, there was a twinkle in his eye which seemed not
entirely superior to mundane self-complacency, even to a
sense of earthly merriment. His seraphic raillery elicited
sympathetic applause from the ladies, especially from the
daughters of the house of Brentham, who laughed occa-
sionally even before his angelic jokes were well launched.
His lambent flashes sometimes even played over the
Cardinal, whose cerulean armour, nevertheless, remained
always unscathed. Monsignore Chidioch, however, who
would once unnecessarily rash to the aid of his chief, was
tumbled over by the Bi.ihop with relentless gaiety, to the
infinite delight of Lady Corisande, who only wished it had
been that dreadful Monsignore Catesby. But, though less
demonstrative, apparently not the least devout of his Lord-
ship's votaries were the Lady Mora and the Lady Grizell.
These young gentlewomen, though apparently gifted with
appetites becoming their ample but far from graceless
forms, contrived to satisfy all the wants of nature without
taking their charmed vision for a moment off the prelate,
or losing a word which escaped his consecrated lips. Some-
times even they ventured to smile, and then they looked at
their father and sighed. It was evident, notwithstanding
their appetites and their splendid complexions, which wouk?
have become the Aurora of Gruido, that these young ladies
had some secret sorrow which required a confidante. Their
visit to Muriel Towers was their introduction to society, for
the eldest had only just attained sweet seventeen. Young
ladies under these circumstances always fall in love, but
with their own sex. Lady Flora and Lady Grizell both